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Up To the Sky 


Disclaimer: The celebrities own themselves. Nothing was true. Besides, does it sound true? 


Note: This thing is kind of weird. p No real sex scene here. But to be safe | rated it Adult. 

And if anyone's waiting for that robot stuff... I'm sorry, maybe | have to rewrite it.. If you know what | mean 
) 

Warning: Poor English as always.. Thanks for bearing it. 


--"Don't worry; you're so young and sweet. He'll take ya" 


There were not too many people on that street. His house was at a rather quiet area. Even though, almost all 


the passers by looked at him as if he was some monster. 
Maybe he was. 


He stood there, gracefully, blowing smoke almost unconcernedly. It was late afternoon, the most beautiful time 


in a day. He was smiling, and it was so much like a happy smile. 
Young and sweet. Yes. So he was. But only the look. Deep inside he felt like he was a thousand years old. So 


despairing, so tired. Time's almost up. Time's already up. He was dying. 


--"He'll take you without a second thought. You won't awe him any more if you've slept with him even for only 
once. | know it. | have been there." 
He shifted his weight to another foot. How long had he been standing here? For.. 


No. He couldn't remember. He didn't want to. It was dusk now. And he got here at noon. It was scaring to think 
of how much time he wasted here. What the fuck was he doing? 


And what if the person he was waiting for doesn't appear until tomorrow.. 

No. That won't happen He thought to himself. That just can't happen 

What if he comes back with a bunch of people, or, even worse, a bunch of groupies? 

That's more likely. He thought with a smirk. And if that happens, he'd simply pretend he's drunk and walk away. 


No. Not pretend He WAS drunk. He'd drunkenly walk away, and itd be all over. This more-than-I2-hours wait 
would lead to nothing but a bad headache and a cold, sad heart. 


What the fuck A cold, sad heart. 


Had he ever had a warm one? 


--"| know where he lives and I'll tell you.. anyway, you're not a girl are you? So it'll be harder. But not THAT 
hard. You'll just have to wait" 


Have to wait. And as the time passed, this plan seemed more and more idiotic. 


--Am | the stupidest groupie ever?-He signed, and finally sat down right in front of the security gate. 


The night air was a bit cold He curled himself up. His stomach couldn't feel a thing now. He felt hungry earlier, 


and then it just slowly turned into stone. He would turn into stone really soon, too. 
For a moment or two he wanted to go away and get something to eat. And no. He knew he couldn't. He knew if 
he left, and Nikki came back and closed the door, it'd be forever done. He couldn't give up before even give it a 


try. He just couldn't. 


The most idiotic part of the plan was that he didn't even think of food. He thought. How could he ever try to 


tempt someone when he's stomach was making a noise? 


He slightly tilted his head and began to play with his hair. Blonde hair, long, soft and silky. Now he began to 
think up the words he had to say. The excuses he had to make. He thought of none. 


The most idiotic part of it wasn't that he didn't think of food. It was that he ever thought that could be a 


"plan". 
--| AM the stupidest groupie ever.- 


He signed, and buried his face into hands. 


What is the thing that they call "/ove'? 


Can you fall in love with someone when you don't really know him? Can you fall in love with someone so far 
away, that you didn't dare to think about you can be with him, you can see him, can touch him? Can you? 


You'd say you can't. No you can't. lf you didn't. 
But you did. 


And you knew it was love from the first second. No one told you. You were told by yourself. You knew it was 


love. 


Because it was, and it'll forever be. Because you can't think of anything better or anything worse. Because 


you're in love. 
And that left you so hopeless. 


Didn't | tell you all lovers in the world are hopeless? They have to pretend. They look 20 when they are 2000 


in the heart. Love makes you grow old. 


And there's no way back. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" 
Sebastian opened his eyes. 
Oh well. 


Nikki Sixx himself was standing in front of him. THAT Nikki Sixx. Was talking to him. A dream? Judging by the 


feeling it wasn't. His head was aching badly. His limbs were numb and weak. He felt dizzy. 
--So She didn't lie.-- 
And he was between Nikki and the door. Fuck. Did he fell asleep? 


It wasn't before the second glance that he realized Nikki was alone. He wasn't with a bunch of people or chicks. 


He was alone. And was glaring down at him. 

"What the fuck are you doing here, kiddie?" 

What time is it? Sebastian thought. After midnight, no doubt. Around 3am or so. 
And then he (finally) thought of that plan. 

Plan to-sleep-with-Nikki-Sixx. 

What the fuck sleep. He did need some REAL sleep right then 

He swore through his teeth and tried to get up. Failed. 

"Sorry! 


He murmured. How funny. Through all those thousands of sentences he thought of, he still chose the most 


idiotic one. 


He hated himself for that. 


Nikki watched him struggled to stand up. Sebastian grabbed at the wall to keep balance. He heard the sound of 
a key turning. 


"Dude. You okay?" 


He hated himself. And he didn't even dare to turn around He was afraid if he saw that face, he would break 
down and fucking begin to cry. 


--Sebastian Bach you fucking pussy!- 


And it was the last sentence in his mind before he passed out. 


"Thank God. Fi nally." 


Sebastian opened his eyes. He found himself lying on a couch. Sixx was sitting in another one, staring at the 


television. 
"What happened...?" 
He regretted immediately after saying it. Nikki lazily shifted his eyes. 


"| could just leave you right there out the door." He told him, rather coldly, "But it seemed that you've got a 


fever or something.” 

Must be the night air. 

"Sorry... I'm leaving." 

He got up kind of clumsily. Not looking at the other guy. 

"No, not now.. where the fuck are you going at 4am? Take it easy, kid. Relax." 

Well, he couldn't relax a little. Not with Nikki Sixx himself staring at him. Never. Nikki smirked. 
“Alright then. What do you want?" 


What? 


"| fucking know you were waiting for me there at my door. So what do you want?" 
| want to sleep with you. 

No. Not a word out. Sebastian you pussy. 

"You what?" 

And Nikki Sixx was getting annoyed. God no. 

"L. just wanted to see you." 

Fuck. 

Nikki lifted an eyebrow. 

EEE 

"Yes, to see you. You're like my idol or something.." 
What was THAP? 

Oh Jesus. He blushed despairingly. 

Sebastian you idiot. 

And Nikki smirked again 

"Well. so now you've seen me. Anything want to say?" 
Anything want fo say? 

Hell yes, of course, I... 

| have been fucking dreaming about you all these years. 
"Um... I've got a band. " 

Yes. The music. Maybe they can talk about it. 


"So?" 


| mean, l." 

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck 

Nikki reached for the ashtray. There was a hint of smile in his eyes. 
"So, what instrument do you play?" 

Not so interested. Of course. But at least he asked. 

"Lam the vocalist" 

"The vocalist..hum, that's nice." 


Nikki said, with his eyes on the TV screen. And Seb didn't know whether to call it "thoughtfully" or "blankly". A 
bitter taste came up his throat. 


But at least he asked. Right? 
At least he said: That's nice. 


That's nice. 


No. This is not the first time you see him in person 


You've come to their show. Their concert. You were at a rather far-off side. Girls and boys around you. 


Squeezing you. Screaming. You just quietly stood there and watched. 
Sang along almost soundlessly. They were so far away. Only some shadows with color. He was so far away. 
But better. Better than on the television Notes banging in your ears. 


And then when it was empty after the show, you slowly went out. Some girl was crying loudly. You walked 
along the street. 


Then stood still somewhere. You didn't know where you were. You lit a cigarette. Long hair softly brushed your 
face. You silently wiped your own tears away with the back of your hand. 


A right like this. 
You stared at somewhere in distance. Despair and tired ran you over like a wild river. 
You're 2000 in the heart. You're too old. You couldn't wait anymore. 


You couldn't wait. 


They kept silent: 
Sebastian looked at the floor, thoughts running despairingly. 
-This is your last chance. Sink, or swim.- 


He could just come up to him and hold him. And if he doesn't want, he could push him away. After all, he's a 
man, right? 


Don't. Don't give it up, before even give it a try. Don't give it up. 
The silence was so scaring. Like a long long nightmare. 

So scaring. 

He stole a glance at him. That face can always put him in a trance. 
He lowered his head. And felt a thin line of tear dropping down. 

tll be alright. Don't worry. Don't worry. 

He tried to undo his own buttons. Fingers trembling badly. 

He bit his lower lip. 

And just at that moment, Nikki said unexpectedly: 

"You're a good boy, kid. You'll make it." 


Sebastian looked up at Nikki. Startled. 


Nikki wasn't looking at him, of course. Nikki didn't know what he was doing. His eyes were still focused on the tv 


screen, Blankly. 

Nothing was in those eyes. Nothing but boredom. 

Why didn't he notice that earlier? 

"You'll make it. But believe me, kid. It won't be as good as it was in your dreams. So think about it" 
--Yes. | know that already. But | don't care. | just want to be with you. 

--Whatever. 

He quietly wiped his tears away, and said, kind of calmly: 


"Can | use your bathroom?" 


You found the bathroom yourself, locked it up from inside. You took a shower, even washed your hair. 

Its his house. What else can you do in it? 

You used his shampoo. His soap. So that even though you were alone, it smelt like he was hugging you. 

You had been so scared. And if one can be scared, he's not really that despairing. But now you were numb. 
Warm, and numb. 

You looked at the mirror before you put on your clothes. 

What a beautiful body. 

You slid you hand down Touched yourself. Slid a finger inside that beautiful body. Your own body. 

Had you been saving it for him? 

Kind of. But there's no use of it now. 


It supposed to hurt. But you were so numb. You felt nothing. 


You quickly dressed up and went out a few minutes later. 


When Sebastian went out from the bathroom, Nikki had fell asleep. On the couch, with the television on. 
Sebastian went up to him. He looked so peaceful while sleeping. So childlike. Sebastian smiled. 

"Hey, l'm going to rob your house." He whispered. 

I'm going to take you away. 

He shook his head. 

"All your fault | turned into a psycho fuck. Bastard." 

And you didn't even ask my name. 

He went out of the house, closed the door behind him. 


The dawn was coming. The sun was going to rise soon He walked down the street. He was so young and sweet. 


So carefree. He looked a teenager but he's 2000 in the heart. 


Cool breeze stroked him. A little bit dizzy from the fever. But very comfortable. He felt good. He smiled. 


"You're a good boy, kid. You'll make it" 


--0f course l'Il make it. Don't you need to say that. 


--l'll be cool. Be big. Kids will look at me, thinking: "| want to be this guy!" Yes. As big as you were. Bigger than 


you were. 
The smile grew wider into a grin. That was so much like a happy smile. 
--And I'll fly up to the sky. To where you are. 


--And above you. 


[End] 


